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Them oil Lamentable Tragedie 

My Lords you know the might full Gods, 

How cucr thefe difturbers of ourpeace 
Buz: in thcpeoples eares,there nought hath paft 
But euen with lawagainfl: the wilfuilfonnes 
Of old <« AndrontcHs, And what and if 
His forrowes hauefo ouerwhelmde his witts? 

S hall we be thus affi ifte d in his wreakes. 

His fits, liis freneic, and his bitternes ? 

And now he writes to heauen for his redrefTe, 

See Iieres to A?#*, and this to Mercuric. 

This to Apollo, this to the God of warre: 

Sweete skrovvles to flie about the flreets of Rome, 
Whits this but libelling againftthe Senate, 

And blazoning our vniulhce eucne where, 
a goodly humor is it not my Lords? 

As who would fay in Rome noiuftice were. 

But if I liue his famed extafics 
-Shall beno flicker to thefe outrages, 

Butheandhis fiiall know chat iulhee Hues 
In Saturninus health, whome if he fleepe, 

Helcfoa wakcas hemfurielhall, 

Cut off the proud’ ft confpiratour that Hues. 

T amora. My gratious Lord,my louely Saturnine, 
Lord of mv life^ommander ofmy thoughts, 

Calme theeaud bearc the faults of Titus age, 

T he'ffe&s of follow for his valiant lonnes, 

Whofc lolfe hathpearfi himdeepe and skard his hart* 
And rather comfort his diftrelled plight. 

Than profecute themeaneftor the bell 
For thefe contempts: why thus it (hall become 
Hiewitted T amor a toglofe with all* 

Bu it Titus I hau^ touched the c to the quicke, 

TJv life blood out :if tAron now be wile, 

Then is ailfafe, the Anchor in the port, 


Enter 


of Titus Androriicus. 


Enter Clowne. 

govv now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs> 
0 ome * Ycaforfooth& yourMiftrifIiipbe£ ro perialf 
’Tantora, E mpreTTe I am, butyonderfirs theEmperour’. 
C/*n>, J is he, God andiaint Steucn giueyou Goddcn 
1 haue brought you a letter anda coupleofpjgeons her e’. 

Hereads the letter. 

Smr, Goe take him away and hang him p rc fc,idv> 
QoVt. How much money mull 1 haue, 

7" zmora . Come firra you muft be handed 

Clowne. Hangd be Lady, then I haue brought vp a neck 
toaraireend. 1 

Exit. 

Satur , Difpightfull and intolerable wrongs. 

Shall I endure this monftrous villanie? 

I know from whence this fame deuife proceeds. 

May thisbe borne as if his traitorous fonnes. * 

That didc by law for murtherofour brother* 

Haue by my mcanes bin butchered wrongfully. 

Goedragge the villaine hither bv the haire, ’ 

Norage, norhonour, foalllhapcpriueledge, 

For this proud mock Cj He be thy {laughter man, 

Sly francickc wretch, that holpfl to make me great, 

Inhope thy felfefhouldgouemc Rome and me. 

Enter Nut ms EmiHius , 

datur. What newes with thee Emiilius 1 
ErnlUus. Ar/nc my lords, Rome neuer Iud morccaufe, 

1 he Gothcs haue gathered head and with a pov/tr 
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